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" assisted me in the one, allowed me a master to in-" struct me in the other, and I made an uncommon " progress in them both. My heart was tender, and "my sentiments were delicate; perhaps too much " so for my rank in life. This disposition led me to " study chiefly those treasures of divine honour, spot-"less virtue, and refined sentiment, the voluminous " romances of the last century: sentiments from which, " I thank Heaven, I have never deviated. From a " sympathising softness of soul, how often have I wept " over those affecting distresses I how have I shared " the pangs of the chaste and lovely Mariamne upon " the death of the tender, the faithful Tiridates! and "how has my indignation been excited at the un-" faithful and ungenerous historical misrepresenta-"tions of the gallant first Brutus, who was un-" doubtedly the tenderest lover that ever lived I My "drawings took the same elegant turn with my " reading. I painted all the most moving and tender "stories of charming Ovid's Metamorphoses, not "without sometimes mingling my tears with my " colours. I presented some fans of my own painting "to some ladies in the neighbourhood, who were "pleased to commend both the execution and the "designs. The latter I always took care should be " moving, and at the same time irreproachably pure; " and I found means even to represent, with unblem-" ished delicacy, the unhappy passion of the unfortu-" nate Pasiphae. With this turn of mind, this soft-"ness of soul, it will be supposed that I loved. I "did so, sir; tenderly and truly I loved. Why " should I disown a passion, which, when clarified as "mine was from the impure dregs of sensuality, is